Will of the Wind 

William Brandon 

M rs. Hackett found her in her bedroom crying. She 
stood in doorway and said seriously, “ I came in to 
borrow some sugar, Sylvia. The door was open so I just walk in. 
Now what’s on earth ‘s wrong with you? 

Sylvia sat up and dried her eyes. Her skirt was wrinkled 
and her black hair hung in disorder over her forehead. A pin had 
come out of her imitation lace collar and it had fallen down to 
catch in the little red buckle at her waist. She said shakily, “Hello, 
Mrs. Hackett. Nothing.” 

Mrs. Hackett drew down the corners of her mouth. 
“Nothing, indeed. It’s because of Chip wanting leave here and go 
to Canton. Isn’t it? Of course it is.” 

Sylvia pushed her hair aside out of her eyes. “ I won’t do 
it,” she said angrily. “I won’t.” 

“Mm,” Mrs. Hackett said sourly. “A boy’s will is the wind’s 
will. ’That’s a poem. It’s the truest thing in the world. It doesn’t do 
any good to fight against it. Remember that and you’ll have it 
easier” 

“I won’t do it. I won’t move around to one mill after another 
all my life, and never have anything, no home, and no-nothing! I 
won’t!” 

“Well it’s his job if he wants to give it up.” 

“It isn’t! It’s just as much mine as it is his. I don’t believe in 
that old idea that a woman’s just a-a slave, to follow a man 
around whatever he happens to want to do!” 

“Oh, you don’t,” Mrs. Hackett said. “And just what can 
you do about it?” 

Sylvia bowed her head and dried her cheeks with her 
handkerchief. “I don’t know,” she said. 


Ruzgarin Hevesi 

William Brandon 

B ayan Hackett onu yatak odasinda agliyorken buldu. 
Kadin kapi araliginda durdu ve ciddi bir gekilde “Sylvia, 
biraz geker odung aimak igin gelmigtim. Kapi agikti ben de igeri 
girdim. §imdi Allah agkina neyin var yine?” 

Sylvia dik oturdu ve gozlerini sildi. Etegi burugmugtu ve 
siyah saglari alnimn uzerine daginik gekilde sarkmigti. Taklit 
dantele benzeyen yakasindan bir igne digari gikmigti ve 
bluzundaki kuguk kirmizi kopgayi tutturmak igin agagi dogru 
uzamyordu. Sesi titreyerek “Merhaba Bayan Hackett, bir gey 
yok” dedi. 

Bayan Hackett genesinin kenarlarim ovarak “hig bir gey 
yok, gergekten. Chip’in buradan ayrilip Canton’a gitmek 
istemesinden dolayi, degil mi. Elbetteki oyle.” 

Sylvia saglarim gozlerini onunden yanaklarina dogru itti. 
Sinirli gekilde “Bunu yapmayacagim” dedi . “Yapmayacagim.” 

Karamsar bir gekilde “himm” dedi Bayan Hackett. “’Geng 
bir erkegin arzulari ruzgarinki gibidir.’ Bu birgiirdir. Dunyadaki en 
dogru gey. Buna kargi savagmamn hig bir faydasi yoktur. Bunu 
hatirla ve boylece daha kolay kabulleneceksin” 

“Bunu yapmayacagim . Hayatim boyunca bir degirmenden 
otekine dolagmayacagim, ve asla bir geyin olmayacak, evin 
olmayacak, hig bir geyin olmayacak; bunu yapmayacagim.” 

“Bu onun igi isterse birakabilir.” 

“Oyle degil . Onun oldugu kadar benim de igim. §u eski 
fikre,- Kadim her istedigini yapmak isteyen bir erkegin peginden 
kogan bir kole gibi goren - fikre inanmiyorum!” 

“Ooo , inanmiyor musun?” “Peki, sen onunla ne 
yapabilirsin?” dedi Bayan Hackett. 

Sylvia bagim one egdi ve yanaklarim mendiliyle kuruladi. 
“Bilmiyorum” dedi. 
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“Of course you don’t. You’re nothing but a child,” 
Mrs. Hackett said.” You’ll be twenty years finding out what to do 
and by that time it’ll be too late to do you any good. Unless 
there’s somebody around to tell you to begin with. Somebody 
who knows.” 

Sylvia was not impressed. “What could you tell me Mrs. 
Hackett? What could anyone do? I’ve argued with him until I’m 
almost crazy but he - doesn’t even listen any more. He’s got his 
mind set on moving on, to something different that won’t be any 
different at all, and he’ll want to go again, and—“ 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, “ said Mrs. Hackett, “That’s 
what the poem says. It’s just as true of a man or an old man, for 
that matter. The older they get the truer it gets, I guess. Only 
they give up trying to do anything about it after so long a time.” 
She pushed up her lower lip and looked down her nose at Sylvia. 
“Like Mr. Hackett.” 

Sylvia looked up, surprised. “You mean Mr. Hackett used 
to - want to—“ 

“He was the hardest man to hold down in this town. He 
got tired of everything, that was his trouble. It’s sort of laziness, 
that’s all it is. But he stuck here. He stuck, all right.” 

“Why?” Sylvia asked. “What did you do?” 

“Well,” Mrs. Hackett said, “you can take it for what it’s 
worth, Sylvia. It worked with Mrs. Hackett, I know that.” 

“But what was it?” 

“Whenever he got all excited about leaving here and going 
away some place to look for something he thought was better, 
I simply gave him his way. I didn’t oppose him in the least.” 

Sylvia looked disappointed and confused. “Oh.” 

“But," Mrs. Hackett said profoundly, “he didn’t know it." 


“Elbette bilmezsin. Henuz daha bir gocuksun.” dedi Bayan 
Hackett. “Ne yapacagim ogrenene kadar yirmi yagina 
basacaksin ve ve o zaman da kendin igin bir geyler yapmak igin 
gok geg olacak. Tabii etrafinda bulunanlardan biri sana nereden 
baglayacagmi soylemedigi surece. Birisi kirn bilir.” 

Sylvia etkilenmemigti. “Bana ne soyleyebilirsiniz ki , Bayan 
Hackett? Kim ne yapabilir ki? Onunla deli oluncaya kadar 
tartigtim fakat beni dinlemedi bile. Gitmeyi kafasina koymug, 
sonunda hig bir farklilik yaratmiyacak farkli bir geye ve tekrar 
gitmek isteyecek ve...” 

“Geng bir erkegin arzulari ruzgarin istegidir” dedi Bayan 
Hackett. §iirin soyledigi bu. Bu konu geng bir erkek igin ne kadar 
dogruysa yagli bir adam igin de oyledir. Yaglandikga daha dogru 
olur, tahminimce. Sadece gok uzun bir zaman sonra bu konu 
hakkinda bir geyler yapmayi birakirlar.” Alt dudagim yukari 
dogru buktu ve burnundan agagiya Sylvia’ya bakti. “Bay Hackett 
gibi” dedi. 

Sylvia kafasim kaldirdi, gagirmigti. “Yani Bay Hackett da 
gitmek isterdi_?” 

“Bu kasabada tutulmasi en zor adamdi. Onun sikintisi 
hergeyden bikmasiydi. Bir gegit tembellikti, hepsi bu kadar. Fakat 
burada kaldi. Burada kaldi, tamam mi?” 

“Niye , ne yaptimz ki?” diye sordu Sylvia. 

“§ey, degeri ne ise o kadariyla alabilirsin, Sylvia. Bay 
Hackett’ta ige yaradi, bunu biliyorum.” 

“Fakat o neydi?” 

“Ne zaman burayi terk edip ve daha iyi oldugunu 
dugundugu birgeyler bulacagi bagka yerlere gitmekle ilgilendiyse; 
ben agikga ona yolu gosterdim. Hig bir gekilde ona engel 
olmadim.” 

Sylvia gagirmig ve hayal kirikligina ugramig bir gekilde bakti 
“Yaa! ” dedi. 

“Fakat “ dedi Bayan Hackett “O bunu bilmiyordu." 
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"I always took him on a trip. Just a week or so. And I kept 
him on the jump every minute of it. I always liked little trips 
around, anyway. Well, bye the time that man would get home 
again he’d be so tired of jumping around that he wouldn’t have 
left for a thousand dollars. "That, 1 ' Mrs. Hackett said, “is 
something you find about men, Sylvia. They like to start but they 
like to get back home a whole lot more.” 

Sylvia said doubtfully. “It doesn’t seem that Chip would—“ 
“Maybe he wouldn’t. I’m the last person in the world to try to give 
other people advice, Sylvia. Nobody wants it and I guess 
everyone has to live his own life, anyway. But Mr. Hackett says 
that they’re shutting down the mill for a week, and if Chip was to 
spend that week in a car traveling along fast from one place to 
another, without even a chance to catch his breath....Well, a 
boy’s will is the wind’s will’—the idea of that is that the wind can 
change in a minute.” 

“But what if he wouldn’t want to go?” 

“Mm. You tell him you want a little vacation before you 
move to Canton. If he thinks that you‘ve given in to him about 
moving to Canton, he’ll take you. You try it and see.” 

They went up into Michigan, west to Wisconsin, down 
through Minnesota and Iowa and St. Louis to Memphis, east to 
Knoxville and up through Louisville to come to home. They were 
gone six days. Each day Sylvia arranged it so that they got up 
very early and were on the highway by daylight and she kept on 
the job, planning the things to visit at the next stop, until late at 
night. She called upon Chip to stop often at roadside stands and 
she filled him with hot dogs, soft drinks and bad coffee. She was 
surprised and delighted at the dull look that appeared in his eyes 
on the third day. 

Mrs. Hackett came over the day after they returned to 
bring back the cup of sugar she had borrowed. 


"Her zaman onu bir geziye gikardim. Sadece bir hafta veya 
biraz fazla . Gezinin her dakikasinda onu meggul ettim. Neyse 
kuguk gezilerden her zaman hoglanmigimdir. Yani , tekrar eve 
geldigi zaman o etrafta dolagmaktan gok yorgun dugmug olurdu 
ki bin dolar verseydiniz bile tekrar gitmezdi." “Bu” dedi Bayan 
Hackett “senin erkekler hakkinda ogrendigin bir gey, Sylvia. 
Onlar baglamaktan hoglamr ama en sonunda eve donmekten 
gok daha fazla hoglamrlar.” 

Sylvia tereddutle “Chip vazgegecek gibi gozukmuyor” 

“Belki vazgegmeyecek. Dunyada diger insanlara ogut 
verecek son kigiyim, Sylvia . Kimse tavsiye istemez ve bence 
herkes yine de kendi hayatim yagamak zorundadir. Fakat Bay 
Hackett degirmeni bir haftaligina kapatacagmi soyluyor, ve eger 
Chip bu haftayi bir gehirden digerine hizlica, hatta nefes 
almasina bile firsat vermeden arabayla yolculuk yaparak 

gegirirse. geng bir adamin istegi, ruzgarin istegidir. Bu 

ruzgarin bir dakika iginde degigebilecegi fikridir.” 

“Fakat; ya gitmek istemezse?” 

“Himm, sen ona Canton’a gitmeden once ufak bir tatile 
gikmak istedigini soyle. Eger senin Canton’a gitme fikri hakkinda 
ona boyun egdigini dugunurse, seni tatile goturur. Dene ve gor.” 

Michigan’in kuzeyine, doguya Winconsin’e, agagi dogru 
Minnesota ve Iowa ve St. Louis’den Memphis’e, batiya 
Knoxville’ne ve eve gelmek igin yukariya Louisville’ye gittiler. Alti 
gunlugune gitmiglerdi. Her gun Sylvia geziyi duzenledi 
dolayisiyle gok erken kalktilar ve gunduzleri otoyoldaydilar ve bir 
dahaki duracaklari yerde neleri ziyaret edeceklerini planlama igini 
Sylvia gece geg saatlere kadar surdurdu. Sylvia Chip’ten sik sik 
yol kenarindaki bufelerde durmasim istedi ve ona sosisli 
sandovig , alkolsuz igecekler ve kotu kahve yedirip igirtti. Oguncu 
gun Chip’in gozlerinde gorunen donuk bakiglara gagirip ve 
sevindi. 

Donduklerinin ertesi gunu Bayan Hackett odung almig 
oldugu bir kase gekeri geri vermek igin gika geldi. 
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She said, “Well !” and paused expectantly, holding the cup 
of sugar in both hands. 

“He went back to work today,” Sylvia said. There was a 
tired note in her voice. “He hasn’t said a thing about going to 
Canton for several days.” 

“Mm! And what did he say when he got home?” She 
asked. “That he never thought home would look so good to him?” 
Sylvia nodded. She sat down on a kitchen chair and for a 
moment seemed lost in thought. “He said exactly that,” she said 
at last. 

“ You won’t even be able to get him to move out of the 
house to go to a movie for a month. I told you. “Wind’s will,” 
that’s the poem. They’re all alike, all men.” She put the cup of 
sugar on the kitchen cabinet and looked at Sylvia. “But I wouldn’t 
say that you look so happy about it, Sylvia. You’re tired.” 

Sylvia rested her chin on her hand. She sighed and said, 
“I’m a little tired of this town, I guess. I was just thinking, when we 
came back yesterday, and it looked so ...so old and so dirty and 
dull and tiresome...and I thought that we’ll spend all our lives 
here, with nothing to do except the same old ... oh, I was just 
thinking.” 

Mrs. Hackett drew back and looked at Sylvia seriously and 
then said. “You’re just tired, Sylvia. My goodness. That long 
trip—“ 

Sylvia looked up and her eyes were shining. “But I’m not 
tired,” she said. “I had a wonderful time.” 


“Eee!?!” dedi ve her iki eliyle geker kabim tutarak umutla 
bekledi. 

“Bugun ige geri dondu” dedi Sylvia. Sesinde yorgun bir 
ifade vardi. “Bir kag gundur Canton’a gitmeyle ilgili bir gey 
soylemedi!” 

“Himmm ! Peki eve geldiginde ne soyledi ?” diye sordu. 
“Evin ona hig bu kadar guzel gorundugunu asla dugunmedigini.” 
soyledi. Sylvia bagim salladi. Mutfak sandalyesinin birine oturdu 
ve bir an igin duguncelere dalmig gozuktu. “Aynen oyle soyledi!” 
dedi en sonunda. 

“Bir ay boyunca onu sinemaya gitmek igin bile evin digina 
gikaramayacaksin. Sana s6ylemigtim.”Ruzgarin arzulari” igte giir 
bu. “ Onlarin hepsi aym ,butun erkekler”. §eker kasesini mutfak 
dolabina koydu ve Sylvia’ya bakti. “Ama senin bu konudan gok 
mutlu gorundugunu soyleyemem. Qok yorgunsun.” 

Sylvia genesini ellerinin uzerine dayadi. igini gekti ve 
“Samrim bu kasabadan bir parga sikildim. Sadece dun geri 
geldigimizde dugundum ve bu kasaba gok eski, kirli, sikici, 
bunaltici gorundu ve dugundum de butun omrumuzu burada 
gegirecegiz, yapacak bir gey olmadan sadece aym eski ....Aman, 
Sadece dugunuyordum!” 

Bayan Hackett geri gekildi ve ciddi bir gekilde Sylvia’ya ya 
bakti ve “Sadece yorgunsun, Sylvia. Aman Allahim, gu uzun gezi 
.’’dedi. 

Sylvia bagim kaldirip bakti, gozleri parliyordu. “Fakat ben 
yorulmadim ki” dedi. Harika birzaman gegirdim. 
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